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on the sidewalk one day, the front wheel struck a pebble and over
I went, head first. A broken nose was the result.
Often we went to the Linns' house to play with our cousins
Howard and Mabel. There was a third cousin, Dwight Linn, but
he was too young then to count. I was named after Uncle William
Linn and was always called Linn Ellsworth at first—called that by
Father, in fact, until the latter years of his life. About the time I
could write fluently enough to take an interest in my signature, I
began—though for what reason I have forgotten—signing myself
Lincoln Ellsworth and eventually gained that name by common
consent. My Uncle William, who was a Chicago cotton broker, was
not exactly pleased by my rejection of his godfatherhood.
We always had good times at the Linns'. They had a big yard
and a pet goat, which we children could drive. Mabel and Howard
Linn had two cousins, living next door, making six of us, which was
more society than I ever enjoyed on Ellis Avenue. With such a
group, hide-and-seek became possible. The Linns were an outdoor,
family. Their house was full of stuffed birds and animals—trophies
of the hunt. Whenever Uncle William came home after duck-
shooting, we had great family dinners.
Dreary Sunday mornings. They meant Sunday school and sermon
in the Congregational Church. I am a religious man to-day, though
not in a church way. Though I have never prayed, even in the most
desperate situations, I have always retained a blind faith in God and
His Providence. This faith was never stronger in me than when I
stepped into the plane at Kings Bay, Spitsbergen, to fly with Roald
Amundsen to the North Pole. Many people, my own family among
them, thought we were committing suicide, but I never had a
moment of doubt or fear. If my pulse quickened, it was only with
elation at having at last realised my ambition.
School was a horror. I couldn't do anything with school—always
the dunce of my classes, always falling behind. It was to be this way
throughout my school and college days. Not until, years later, I
found my true interest in life did I discover that I could master a
subject, no matter how difficult, if it helped me in what I wanted
to do.
I knew casually that Father was building one of Chicago's first
skyscrapers, the Ellsworth Building. In the early nineties, however,

